The HiBorieof King Lear. 

‘Duke. Bring forth the ftockes ho? 

You ftubburne aufrent knaue,you reuerent bragart , 

Weele teach you. 

Kent ; I am too old to learne, call not y our ftockes for me, 

I ferue the King, on whofe imployments I was fent to you. 

You fhould doe fmall refpcct, {hew too bold malice 
Againft the Grace and perfon of my maifter, 

Stobing his mefTenger. 

Duke. Fetch forth the ftockes ? as I haue life and honour. 
There fhall he fet till noone. • 

Reg. Till noone, till night my Lord, and all night too, 

Kent. Why Madam, if I were your fathers dogge, you could 
not vfemefo. 

, Reg. Sir being his knaue, I will. 

Duke. This is a fellow of the felfe fame nature. 

Our lifter fpeake of, come bring away the ftockes ? 

Kjloft . Let mebefeech your Grace not to doe fo. 

His fault is much, and the good King his maifter 
VVill check him fort, your purpoft low correction. 

Is fuch,as beleftand contaned wretches forpilfrings 
And moft common trefpaflcs are punilht with. 

The King muft take it ill, that hee’s fo flightly valued 
In his mefTenger, fhould haue him thus reftrained, 

Duke. lie anfwer that. 

Reg\ My lifter may receiue itmuchmoreworfe. 

To haue her Gentlemen abus’d, aftaltcd 
For following her affaires, put in his legges, 

Come my good Lord away i 

qioft. I am fory for thee friend, tis the Dukes pleafure, 

V Vhofe difpofition all the w'orld well knowes 
VVill not be rubd nor ftopt, ile intreat for thee, 

Kent. Pray you doe not fir,I haue watcht and trauaild 
Sometime I flial fleepe ont,the reft ile whiffle, (hard, 

A good mans fortune may grow out at heelcs, 

Giue you good morrow. 

Gloft. The Dukes to blame in this, twill be ill tooke. 

Kent , , Good King that muft approue the comon fay, 

Thou out of heauens benediction comeft 







TbeHiflwieof King Lear . 

To thewarmeSunne. 

Approach thou beacon to this vnder gloabe, 

That by thy comfortable beames I may 
Perufc this letter, nothing almoft fees my rackles 
Butmiferie.I know tis from Cordelia, 

VVho hath not fortunately beene informed 

Of my obfcured courfc, and fhall find time 
From this enormiousftate, feekingtogiue 
Lofles and remedies, all wearie and ouerwatch 
Late vantage heauic eyes not to behold 
This fhamefull lodging, Fortune goodnight, 

Smile, once more turne thy wheele. 

Enter Edgar. . 

£dg. I heare my felfe proclaim’d, 

And by the happie hollow of a tree 
Efcapt the hunt, no Port is free, no place 
That guard, and moft vnufuall vigilence 

Doft not attend my taking while I may fcape, 

I will preferue my felfe, and am bethought 
To take the bafeft and moft poorelt fhape, 
Thateaerpemy in 
Brought neare to bealt^my race ne n 
Blanket my loynes, elfe all my haire with knots. 

And withprefentednakednes outface. 

The wind, and perfecution of theskie. 

The Countrie giues me proofe and prelinen 
Of Bedlam beggers, vtfho with ronng voyces, 

Strike in their ixumb’d mortified bare annes. 

Pies, woddenprickes, nayles, fpngs of rofemary^ 

And with this horrible obieft frame low Tau ce 

Poore pelting villages, fheep-coates,andm ’ 

Sometime with lunaticke bans, fometime w P . 
Enforce their charitie, poorc Tttelygod, pooic > 

That’s fomething yet, Edgar I nothing am. 

° Enter King. 

Lear. Tis ft range that they fhould fo de P al .j 
And not fend backe my mefTenger. . V, • ’ 

K night. As I learn’ d, the night before theievsas 
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